CHAPTER /                        GIFTS FROM HEAVEN
E
OR TWO DAYS and two nights we went without sleep, working uninterruptedly in the underground hospital to give the local nurses a chance to recuperate. This was my third and last day in the Old Town. The news was not good They who strained their ears toward the East heard only the ill-boding silence of the Russian cannon on the other side of the Vistula New wounded were pouring in. Alarming new casualty figures were being reported And all the time the weak moans of a fifteen-year-old boy in my ward accompanied me on my tours,
It was the boy who had taken a tank singlehanded on Zjazd Street in the first days of the fighting. He could not speak He could only moan By a miracle his eyes had escaped injury while the rest of his face was burned by an incendiary bomb and his body ripped by shell fragments. His lips were black and swollen, and he was all covered with bandages. We had to feed him through a tube I touched his hand in one tiny spot where there was no dressing. He smiled with his eyes.
Suddenly I felt terribly afraid that I should die without seeing the day of freedom for which I had waited these five horror-filled years. In the fifty-eighth hour of work I broke down.
After a few hours of sleep, I woke up to find that our party from Powisle was preparing to go home. We had done whatever we could to relieve the posts in the Old Town, but we were needed in our own sector, too. Scholar and Andrew were returning with us,*to man the machine gun Yanosifc had taken in our night attack on the University. Yanosik had persuaded the Old Town command
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